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JIMMY'S RUBBERS 


Just twenty-five years ago this 
Christmas Jimmy looked out the window 
and snorted, ‘“Fiddlesticks. Mother said I 
had to wear my rubbers to school, and 
now it isn’t even raining!” 

It was a Thursday morning, and very 
early Mother and Dad had left in the car 
to go up to the city to buy Christmas 
presents. It was raining quite hard when 
they left, and the last thing Mother had 
said as she went out the door was, “Jimmy, 
be sure to wear your rubbers on the way 
to school, or you'll get sick.” 

But Jimmy hated those rubbers. If they 
had been the low kind that fitted over his 
shoes, he probably wouldn’t have minded 
wearing them. But they were long ones, 
that came up nearly to his knees, and they 
rubbed together every time he walked. Oh, 
the uncomfortable things! 
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And now the rain had stopped. 

Jimmy decided that, regardless of what 
Mother had said, he wasn’t going to wear 
those rubbers. He knew he wouldn’t get 
sick. So off he went without them. 

But, though the rain had stopped, the 
ground was wet, and the dampness soaked 
up through the bottom of his shoes. And 
before he had gone half way, the rain 
began again. By the time he reached school, 
his shoes were soaked. 

He sat all morning in those wet shoes, 
and when he went home for dinner, his 
auntie—who was staying at the house— 
took one look at him and said, “You sta # 
home this afternoon!” 

Jimmy thought how clever he was. By 
not wearing the rubbers he had got a half 
day off from school! He couldn’t under- 
stand why auntie insisted on giving him 
hot foot baths all afternoon. 

Next morning, he still felt clever, for 
he wasn’t the least bit ill. 

Sabbath morning, he was even more 
proud. He was as well as ever. He went 
to Sabbath school and church the same as 
usual. 

But, oh, dear. Sabbath afternoon, about 
three o'clock, something happened. Jimmy 
was sitting in front of the fire, when sud- 
denly he thought for sure someone had 
opened all the windows and let the cold 
wind blow in. 

He began to shiver and shake. “Mother,” 
he called faintly. “I’m so sick.” 

Mother came running. She put one hand 
on his fevered brow, and took him right 
to bed. The doctor was called at once. 
“Pneumonia,” he said. “He will have to 
stay in bed several weeks.” 

All the Christmas Jimmy had that year 
was ten minutes long, when Daddy carried 
him downstairs to look at the decorations, 
and then right back up to bed again. 

It was several weeks before he was able 
to go to school again, but by that time 
he had learned something he might never 
have learned at school—it always pays to 
obey Mother. He never forgot it. I know. @® & 
For I know Jimmy very well. 


Your friend, 


on Wael 








Sharing Happiness 


By ALINE FISHER 


T was the day before Christmas. Stanley 

sat on the floor, his hand deep in a baseball 
mitt. Pounding it with a fist, he muttered, 
“This is the best mitt I ever had. I don’t 
see how | can play ball without it.” 

Brenda slowly turned the pages of a 
book she had just taken from a shelf. “I've 
surely enjoyed this,” she muttered, leafing 
through it, reading a sentence here and 
looking at a picture there. “I will miss it a 
lot.” 

Clasping several toys in his arms, Baby 
Eddig, toddled into the room. Dropping 












them one by one into the box in the 
middle of the floor, he called to the others. 
“See? Baby give Teddy, choo-choo train, 
blocks.” 

“Eddie isn’t selfish, at least,” laughed 
Brenda. “He is happy to help fill the box. 
But he doesn’t know he will never see his 
toys again.” 

It was the custom in that home, for the 
children to gather up all the unbroken toys 
and gifts from the Christmas before and 
give them to poor children. Until this was 

To page 20 


One by one, last year’s Christmas presents 
were dropped into the box on the floor. 
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A CHRISTMAS STORY FROM CANADA 





PART TWO 


The Christmas Trees That Never Died 


By KEITH MOXON 


WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE: 


Lionel and Priscilla were told by 
Art, the eighteen-year-old lad from 
next door, that he knew where they 
could get free Christmas trees up 
in the woods near their British 
Columbia homes. After getting to 
the trees, the children found out that 
they would be stealing, for the trees 
grew on Crown land, and the Mount- 
1es were on the lookout. They 
nearly ran into an RCMP patrol 
car as they returned home with the 
trees, obtained against the children’s 
will, but Art turned the car around 
and dashed into a side road which 
led into the depths of the forest 
and up the side of a mountain. Rain 
and snow made the road slippery, 
and after turning around at great 
hazard on the narrow road, they 
slid into a ditch on the way down. 


HAT do we do now, Art?” asked Lionel 
faintly. 

“Only one thing. We'll have to walk to 
the highway and pick up a car down there.” 
Art didn’t say that the possibility of a car 
coming through the snow on such a little- 
used highway would be slight, but he 
couldn’t see them spending the night where 
they were. He made a heroic attempt to 
cheer up the disconsolate children. “Don’t 
worry, in no time at all we'll be down at 
the highway and get a ride home.” 

There was indeed no time to be lost, for 
the waning light showed that darkness was 
at hand. The snow was still falling steadily, 
and the countryside was rapidly being 
cloaked in a white mantle. They climbed 
out of the car, and shivering in the bitter 
cold, began to make their way down the 
uneven road. 

None of the group were dressed for the 





situation in which they found 
themselves. None had gloves, 
and their shoes were inade- 
quate to keep out the slush 
that they stumbled through 
constantly. After a few min- 
utes all were thoroughly mis- 
erable with cold, wet feet, and 
freezing hands. The long walk 
ahead was a dismal prospect 
indeed, let alone the long 
wait that might be theirs be- 
fore a car came along. 

Suddenly, after they had 
struggled around a bend, Pris- 
cilla startled the others by a shrill squeal. 
“Look! A house!” Through the trees on the 
mountainside up above the road there shone 
what was unmistakably a lighted window, 
and through the twilight there could be 
seen the shape of a log cabin with wisps of 
smoke rising lazily from its chimney. 

At once the burden of their predicament 
rolled away from the trio, and with laughter 
and joy on their lips they gained the slope 
above the road, and half ran toward the 
distant haven. Art was the first to arrive 
at the door, and he pounded delightedly on 
it. He was calling out, “Anybody home?” 
when Lionel and Priscilla arrived, and then 
he cautiously went to the window and 
peered in. 

“Isn’t anyone coming?” panted Priscilla, 
and at that she put her face full against the 
window. “Why,” she said, “there’s nobody 
here!” 
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It was neat and cozy inside. The glow of 
a powerful overhead kerosene lamp showed 
an old fashioned stove and fireplace against 
one wall. To one side, a rustic ladder ran 
up into what appeared to be a sort of loft 
built on half of the rafters. On the floor 
was a round braided rug, and around the 
room were scattered several pieces of old 
furniture. A bookcase filled with books stood 
in a corner. Right under the window was a 
round table covered with a white cloth, and 
set for a meal. On the stove was a large 
pot of soup bubbling and boiling, and over 
@:: stove was a towering plate of toast. But 

square in the center of the room, and dom- 
inating the whole, was a large green Christ- 
mas tree standing in a tub, and already ablaze 
with baubles, silver icicles, and other orna- 
ments. 

They spent the next few minutes circling 
the cabin, shouting in every direction, hope- 
ful that at any moment the owners of the 
cabin would come. 

“Well, I declare!” expostulated Art. 
“Where are they?” He went to the window 
and peered in again. Could they be up in 
the loft in a very deep sleep? 

Click went the door as Priscilla tried it 
with her hand. “The door’s open,” she said, 
and pushed it wide enough to crane her 
neck to see into every corner of the room. 
The cozy warmth and the smell of the hot 


soup drifted into the outer 
darkness now falling 
around the shivering trav- 
elers. 

“Surely they wouldn't 
mind us standing by the 
fire,’ said Lionel. “Go in, 
Prissy,” he ordered. And so they crept tim- 
idly in, and clustered around the fire, awed 
by the strangeness of it all. 

They stood near the glowing embers for 
a few minutes, their clothes steaming. The 
fire had nearly died down on their arrival, 
and so they replenished it from the wood 
box alongside. At every moment they ex- 
pected the owners to walk in and find them. 
But as the minutes passed they became 
bolder and began to investigate. Art stole 
up the ladder into the loft to make sure 
that nobody was there, while the others 
waited breathlessly below. In the light of 
a match he could see only a double bed, 
neatly made, with plenty of warm blankets, 
and with the covers folded back. 

He backed down the ladder to find the 
children gazing forlornly at the picture of 
a family group on top of the bookcase. 
“Mum and Dad will be in a terrible worry 
because we're not home,” said Lionel. 
“Maybe we should keep on going and get 
down to the road.” And then the lamp 

To page 16 





The children peered through the cabin window. There was a warm fire burning in the fireplace, soup 
was boiling on the stove, and the table was set. “But, there’s no one home,” gasped Priscilla. 











CHAPTER 4: IN THE PLACE OF THE SPIRITS 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


It was bad enough that Furaha had been born a 
girl instead of a boy. Now her first tooth was coming 
in through her upper gum instead of the lower, and 
her parents, Mnara and Karuru, knew that the people 
of the village would insist that she be taken to the 
edge of the cliff and left to roll over and die. “It is 
because that Christian Raphaeli prayed to the Great 
Spirit in the doorway of our home,’ Karuru grumbled. 
““Now the gods are angry.’’ But he loved Furaha, and 
determined on a daring plan to save her life. 


A" his life, Karuru had tried to please 
the gods. Though he sometimes com- 
plained at the high price of winning their 
favor, he had never hesitated to pay that 
price. What had his faithfulness earned 
him? Nothing but trouble and anguish and 
now despair deeper than he had ever known, 
greater than he had ever thought possible to 
suffer. He had served the gods long enough! 
He would now fight the spirits—fight them 
with all the skill and strength that he had. 
If life was so empty and cruel when he 
obeyed the gods, he would disobey them! 

This new feeling was terrifying, and 
Karuru could hardly believe himself, but it 
was challenging, and somehow appealed to 
his youth and strength. Yes, if it cost him 
his life, he would defy the gods! He would 
save his little daughter! He would not leave 


6 {| JUNIOR GUIDE 


her on the edge of the cliff—— Or would 
he? 

In his new-found freedom from fear, an 
idea flashed into his mind, a plan so bold 
and daring that it made him tremble to 
think of it. He would leave her on the 
edge of the cliff! He would do just as his 
people had always done. He would obey 
Ngonga, the witch doctor, to the letter. But 
he would make her a place so that she 
would never fall off, and he would fix it so 
that no animal could get her, and he would 
keep her there, and feed her each day, and 
nobody would know about it, because he 
would hide Furaha in a place where nobody 
ever went. 

Karuru could keep his plan to himself 
no longer. Creeping over to where Mnara 
was moaning, he put his hand on her head. 

“Weep no more, woman,” he whispered. 
“We will not do away with Furaha! We 
will save her! We will hide her so that no 
one will ever find her.” 

He then told her of his plan. Mnara 
could hardly believe him, but she agreed to 
tell no one of it. She would pretend that 
nothing had happened. It seemed too good 











to be true, like a wonderful, wonderful 
dream. She thought of the Great Father 
of which Raphaeli had told her. Could it be? 
Could He really love them? Could He love 
even Furaha? She held the child close to 
her. How could He help loving her? 

It was not yet day, but the moon was 
still shining. Karuru decided to go imme- 
diately and find a place to hide the doomed 
child. He warned Mnara to tell no one 
about the tooth. 

“Act as though nothing has happened,” 
he whispered into her ear, “and our people 
will not guess. Do not let anyone else hold 
the child. You must pretend that your 
heart is happy.” 

There was still fear in the heart of the 
young mother, fear for her child, fear of 
her people, and fear of the gods who must 
surely be displeased. She thought of the 
Great Father whom Christians worshiped. 
If she could only know Him better! She 
must know Him, but how? She did not 
know Him, but if, as Raphaeli had said, He 
loved poor people like herself and Furaha, 
He must be a good heavenly Father. The 
terror of the past hours faded away and she 
fell into a deep sleep. 


Meanwhile, Karuru was making his way 
stealthily through the jungle. He had 
crossed the small creek near the village 
and was heading for the larger stream, the 
one that plunged over the cliff with a 
roaring that made the earth tremble. 

The path to the river was well known. 
Many people went there. Karuru flew along 
as though pursued by the angry spirits of 
his departed ancestors. 

Reaching the river, the brave man turned 
toward the mountain. But now the going 
was difficult, for there was no path in this 
direction. The people knew better than to 
go near the waterfall, for just above it, in a 
breach of the cliff, was a little hidden 
valley, the dwelling place of the spirits! 
No man or woman would be _ foolish 
enough to set foot on this haunted ground. 
The father felt his way through the maze 
of trees and undergrowth. He clutched his 
spear tightly and tried to calm his pounding 
heart, for there were leopards as well as 
devils in these woods. 

It was at the cliff that he almost gave up 
to flee back to the village. How would he 
ever reach the place of the gods? He could 
not climb the clitf. But he had thought of 


Karuru worked quickly, and the secret hide-out began to take shape near the edge of the cliff. 
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that while still in the hut. By circling to the 
right, he might make it. 

The cliff gave way to a steep mountain- 
side with scrub trees and vines growing on 
it. The stars were vanishing, and a soft 
gray light filtered through the jungle. His 
love for little Furaha was a real thing now, 
more real than his dread of the spirits, yet 
each step up the steep mountain was 
filled with terror. Clinging to vines and 
climbing over rocks, the intrepid man 
finally reached a place where he could look 
into the place of the spirits. 


When the Angels Sang 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


Glad Christmastime is drawing near 
With all its joy and warming cheer, 
With tinseled trees and bells that ring 
And carols which the children sing. 


With all its gay and festive scenes, 

Still something deeper Christmas means; 
We may enjoy its cheer and yet 

This deeper meaning not forget. 


For Christmas still recalls, we know, 
The peaceful night, long years ago, 
When Christ was born and Wise Men came, 
And angels sang to bless His name. 
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At first he was almost overcome with 
panic. He expected at any moment to see 
something rushing at him or to be hurled 
bodily from the cliff. But as he looked, 
wild-eyed into the sheltered bank beside 
the stream above the waterfall, his fright 
gradually left him. He had seen no spirits! 
They had done nothing to him yet! And 
what a wonderful place it was to hide 
Furaha! No one would ever see her there, 
and he would be able to report that he had 
left her on the edge of the cliff! He would 
even tell the people that he had left her 
on the cliff near the dwelling place of the 
spirits. With care, he and Mnara could 
come to this place even in the daytime. 
Nobody would ever know! So thought the 
excited father. 

Returning home, he found Mnara hoeing 
in the cornfield where she had discovered 
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Furaha’s new tooth. She was carrying on 
with her work as though her tragic dis- 
covery had never been made. Little Furaha 
was as happy as ever. She seemed especially 
precious to her young mother. Even the 
feel of the baby’s smooth skin on Mnara’s 
back was something to treasure. She might 
soon be separated from her child. From 
time to time, she and Furaha had sat in the 
cool, freshly turned soil, the little one 
cooing and laughing as she felt the young 
green corn stalks. Mnara tried to be happy, 
but her heart was full of doubts and 
apprehension. 

“How would we hide the babe on ¢€ 
cliff? Would not the animals find her? How 
could she stay alone without us?” she asked 
herself. Other desperate questions were 
tormenting her mind. And then out of 
nowhere, Karuru was by her side. She had 
not heard him come. 

The bright-eyed man gave her no time 
to express her doubts. 

“We must work quickly,” he breathed 
into her ear. “Very quickly! Has anyone 
seen the tooth?” 

“The tooth can only be felt,” replied the 
mother. “It cannot yet be seen. Soon it will 
be seen. But, my husband, what can we 
do?” Tears of despair were in her eyes. 

“T will build her a house,” the man 
whispered. “She will be safe—safe in the 
place of the spirits!” He then told her of 
the place he had discovered. “We will feed 
her, and one of us will sleep with her each 
night. Do not fear. I will work on it today. 
You must get grass for a roof.” 

“But the grass is now green,’ she 
objected. 

“Yes,” he agreed, “the grass is green, but 
you must find dry grass, old grass from last 
season. If anyone sees you, say that our 
roof leaks and that you will repair it. And 
see that no one finds out about the tooth! 
Do you hear? I must return now. Good-by! 

I will work for two days.” 

Back at the place of the gods Karuru : 
worked feverishly. In the light of full day : 
the enchanted ground seemed less frighten- | a 
ing. He saw no ghosts. He heard no spirits. e a 
The devils did not molest him. Furthermore, ; 





he was hidden from the jungle below. The 
sounds from his work would be drowned 
by the noise of the waterfall. 
He worked almost without pausing. He 
had brought an ax and a large knife. Near 
To page 20 
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JMV's Adopt Children 


IN CALIFORNIA 
Stuart Berkeley, Reporting 


The money the seventh and eighth 
graders of Angwin, California, would have 
spent for a Christmas party was used to 
help a poor family have a happy Christmas. 

About two weeks before Christmas, they 
heard of a family consisting of a young 
mother with five children in quite a 
desperate situation. The family had only a 
little food allowance, one bed for four 
children, and only an old baby carriage for 
Johnny, one year old. They had no sheets or 
pillows and no living room furniture or 
rugs. A committee of seventh and eighth 
graders went with the teacher to visit them 
and reported back to the class. 

“We adopted the children as our Christ- 


Two pickup trucks were re- 
quired to carry the good things 
Angwin, California, JMV’s gath- 
ered for their adopted family. 


mas family, and then our work began,” says 
the teacher. 

“We divided the pupils into nine com- 
mittees, one each for furniture, food, and 
finance, and one for each member of the 
adopted family. 

“For two weeks one would have thought 
our room was Santa’s workshop. New and 
used clothing and bedding were gathered, 
sorted and mended, new and used furniture 
and toys were repaired and painted, food 
that was donated was packed. 

“Then several committee members, some 
parents, and I went to a clothing store in 
town and purchased about forty-eight 
dollars’ worth of needed clothing. 

“The last two days before vacation, we 
wrapped the things we had prepared. 

“The day before Christmas two pickup 
trucks were required to deliver Christmas 
to our adopted family. 

“You never saw a happier mother! She 
expressed it this way. ‘I expected a few 
things, but when I saw those trucks piled 
full I was too surprised to speak.’ 

“I wish we could share the rich, warm 
glow that will always remain in our hearts 
as we remember this Christmas.” 


IN MASSACHUSETTS 
Patricia Wangsnes, Reporting 


At Thanksgiving last year the parents of 
two of our Junior Sabbath school members 
discovered a poor family in Medford, 
Massachusetts, consisting of a mother and 
seven children. The members of the 
Junior Sabbath school were enthusiastic 
when it was suggested that they help them. 

On the evening of December 23, the 
Juniors gathered together, each bringing 

To page 16 


DECEMBER 21, 1955 / 9 




















Choc ogee aed va 
: So cee 
ry 




















Going to the door, the girls noticed there were no drapes on the windows or carpets on the floor. 


pene put the receiver of the telephone 
down with a bang. “There!” she said to 
her mother, “I did so want to go with you and 
Daddy tonight to the airport to meet 
Grandma when she comes on the plane!” 

“Of course,” her mother said. “Why not?” 

“That was Sandra calling. She tried to tell 
me that I promised to be her partner 
tonight in the Ingathering Christmas carol- 
ing band.” 

“Did you?” asked Mother. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Estelle said crossly. 
“Anyway, I want to go to the airport.” She 
went into her bedroom and began brushing 
her hair briskly. She also began to think. 
Maybe she had promised Sandra she would 
be along tonight. But it wasn’t fair. She 
had gone every night on the caroling, and 
tonight she wanted to go to meet Grandma. 
After all, even if she had promised Sandra, 
she hadn't found out until Grandma's tele- 
gram arrived this morning that Grandma 
would be coming on a plane tonight. 

Suddenly she thought of the Junior 
Missionary Volunteer Law. She remembered 
the parts of the Junior law that said, “Do 
my honest part,” and “Go on God's errands.” 
And, too, a promise was a promise, even 
if Grandma was coming! 
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She went to the telephone again and 
dialed. “Hello, Sandra? I guess I did prom- 
ise I'd go tonight and be your partner. 
I'll meet you at the church at seven—and 
don’t forget your mittens tonight!” She 
giggled. “All right, I'll bring my extra scarf. 
By” 


The air was frosty and biting cold when 
the carolers began their singing. Estelle 
liked to look at the brightly lighted Christ- 
mas trees through the windows as she and 
Sandra went up the sidewalks to the doors. 
And often, too, the people would leave the 
door wide open for them to see in while 
they got the money. 

Estelle carried the mission-money can. It 
was getting heavy with coins, for the 
people were generous tonight. “The Christ- 
mas spirit,’ Sandra said. Besides the coins, 
several had put in dollar bills. 

Toward the end of the street they came 
to a house that had no curtains across the 
large front window. Estelle and Sandra 
could look through and see two boys 
playing on the floor, and a man lying on 
the sofa. But there was no Christmas tree— 
no Christmas decorations at all such as the 
other houses had. 

Sandra rang the bell, and when the 























woman came to the door, Estelle told her 
about the mission work. 

The woman shook her head. “I wish I 
could help, but I just don’t have the money 
right now.” 

The two small boys who had been play- 
ing on the floor came and peeped shyly 
around her. “We don't even get any 
presents on Christmas,” the bigger one 
piped up. “ ‘Cause Daddy’s been sick.” 

“Sh-h,” said their mother. “We've enjoyed 
hearing the Christmas carols, girls. I’m 
sorry I can't help with your good mission 
work.” 

“Thank you, anyway,” said Estelle, giving 
her one of the Ingathering papers. “A 
Merry Christmas to you.” 

As Estelle and Sandra went down the 
walk, Estelle glanced back and saw the 


Estelle Keeps 


By BETTY 


woman wipe her eyes with her apron. “I 
wonder if they really won't have any 
Christmas,” she whispered to Sandra. “They 
have a nice house, but there isn’t a sign of 
a Christmas tree or even of curtains.” 
“Let's tell Mr. Spreckel,” said Sandra. 
Estelle and Sandra hurried back to the 
singing band and told Mr. Spreckel, the 
band leader. He returned with the girls to 
the house, where the woman was still stand- 
ing in the doorway listening to the carolers, 
who were now singing, “Silent Night.” 
Estelle introduced Mr. Spreckel to the 
woman, who in turn said that her name was 
Mrs. Birch. Mr. Spreckel very tactfully 
asked about the sick man, and mentioned 
Christmas, and before long the woman was 
telling about how they had just moved to 
this town from another part of the country, 
and how her husband had got sick before he 
could get work. And now, she said, they 
scarcely had enough for food, let alone 
Christmas or the next month’s rent or 
curtains for the house. But she was cheer- 
ful, Estelle saw, saying that her husband 


would have a job as soon as he was able 
to work. And since he was almost well, 
they would “get on their feet” again soon. 

No Christmas at all, Estelle thought. And 
barely enough money for food either. Why, 
that was terrible! 

Estelle thought of her own little brother, 
Stanley, about the size of the bigger of 
these two little boys. How would he feel if 
he didn’t have any Christmas? She asked the 
two boys their names. She had an idea in 
the back of her mind. 

“I’m Mark,” said the bigger one, “and 
he’s Dennis. He’s my brother, and he’s 
three.” 

Estelle smiled. That was just the way 
Stan talked. 

Mr. Spreckel said good-by to the woman, 
and Estelle and Sandra followed him back 


Her Promise 


STIRLING 


to the singers. As soon as they reached the 
end of the street, they returned to the 
church. 

As they rode in the back of Mr. Spreckel’s 
car, Estelle whispered to Sandra, “Let’s see 
if we can't get everyone to help us make 
up a big Christmas box for the Birches. 
Wouldn't that be fun?” 

“Let's do,” Sandra whispered back. “I was 
thinking of the same thing myself.” 

After they had counted the Ingathering 
money at the church, Estelle told her plan 
to the others, and everyone agreed that it 
was splendid. 

“I have some allowance saved up,” said 
Estelle. “I'd like to get each of the boys 
a Christmas present—maybe a truck or 
something like that.” 

“I would, too,’ said Sandra. 

“Tll get them each a Bedtime Stories 
book,” said Mr. Spreckel. 

Others said they would bring various 
kinds of food and a few other toys. 

“We'll decorate a box, won’t we, Sandra?” 


To page 19 
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AN UNCLE ARTHUR CHRISTMAS STORY 








Grandma's Little, Kj 


lpg Lucy lived in a very poor part of 
the great city of London, right opposite 
Hoxton Market Mission. She was a good 
little girl, and loved to attend the Bible 
classes in the mission and to listen to the 
band playing hymns and other nice music. 

One day, when Christmas was drawing 
near, the Bible class teacher talked about 
presents and how it is much more important 
to give than to receive them. She quoted 
the words of the Bible, “It is more blessed 
to give than to receive,’ and she hoped all 
the boys and girls in the class would 
remember to give at least some small token 
of love to their parents on Christmas Day. 

Afterward Lucy thought a good deal about 
what had been said, and wondered how she 
could afford to give anything to anybody. 
After all, her daddy could only afford to 
give her a dime a week for pocket money, 
and that doesn’t go very far these days. As 
you know it hardly buys a candy bar or a 
few sweets. 

Somehow, she thought, she would have 
to buy something for Mamma, and Daddy, 
and brother and sister, but, oh, dear, there 
was Grandma, too! What could she do 
about Grandma? 

Next time she went to Bible class she 
asked teacher if she thought God would 
mind if she only gave Grandma a card 
this year, and teacher said she was sure 
God wouldn’t mind at all, and that Grandma 
would be happy to receive the smallest 
thing if it was given in love. 

So Lucy began searching for a card for 
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Grandma that wouldn’t cost too much, and 
yet would be one that would please her 
very much. 

One day she saw it. The very one. It 
had a picture of a pussy cat on it, and Lucy 
remembered that Grandma had just lost her 
old tabby cat that she had loved so much. 
So she bought the card, paying almost one 
whole week’s pocket money for it. 

When Christmas Day came, Lucy took 
the card over to Grandma, and how pleased 
she was to get it! She said the picture of 
the cat was just like her own precious tabby 
that had died. 

“And sometimes,” she said, “I think it 
isn’t just a picture, but my own dear pussy 
come back again.” 

This put an idea into Lucy’s mind. 

“Next Christmas,” she said to herself, 
“T'll buy my grannie a real cat. Then won't 
she be happy!” 

Some days later she went, all by herself, 
to a pet shop to ask how much a real cat 
would cost. 

“Two dollars,” said the man. 

Lucy’s face fell. Two dollars! How in 
the world would she ever get two dollars? 
That would take all her pocket money for 
twenty weeks—five whole months. 

No, she couldn’t do it. 

Then she began to wonder if maybe God 
would help her. Now and then, when she 
was alone and nobody could hear her, she 


Lucy wanted more than anything else to be able to 
surprise Grandma with a little kitty for Christmas. 
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whispered a little prayer, “Dear Father, 
please send me two dollars so I can buy 
my grandma a pussy cat.” 

Her faith was great. As she walked along 
the street she would keep looking down, 
hoping to see two dollar bills on the pave- 
ment. But she never did. 

A whole year rolled around. Christmas 
was drawing near again. And still she didn’t 
have the two dollars. It began to look as 
though she wouldn't be able to buy the cat 
for Grandma after ail. 

“Dear God, please don’t let me down,” 
she whispered one day. “I do so want to 
make my grannie happy.” 


Just then she felt something brushing her 


leg and, looking down, she saw a beautiful 
tabby cat. 

For a moment she was tempted to pick 
it up and run home with it, but no, she 
told herself, I mustn’t do that. That would 
be stealing. 

And was she glad she didn’t! For just 
then a lady called from her front window 
and said, “My cat seems to have taken a 
great fancy to you.” 

“Yes,” said Lucy. “I love cats. And so 
does my grandma. I gave her a Christmas 
card last year with a cat on it. And this 
year 1 wanted to give her a real cat, but 
they cost two dollars at the pet shop, and 
God hasn’t sent me the money yet.” 

“Well, well!” said the lady. “I’m surely 
glad you told me. You see, my cat is going 
to have kittens in a few days, and when they 
are old enough you can come and choose 
one of them for your grandma.” 

“Can I?” said Lucy, her face lighting up. 
“Can I really? Oh, thank you, thank you so 
much!” 

The day before Christmas Lucy went 
round to the lady’s house and there, sure 
enough, were four beautiful little balls of 
fluff. She looked them over carefully and 
chose the one that looked most like the 
picture on the Christmas card. 

Next morning she carried it round to 
Grandma, and was Grandma surprised and 
pleased to get it! 

But Grandma was happiest of all when 
she learned how it had all happened. 

“Isn’t God wonderful?” said Lucy, as she 
finished telling her story. “He answered my 
prayer, but in His own way.” 

















Animals That Gnaw 


By HARRY J. BAERG 


Answering Question 4 (parts 2 and 5). Name one or more species in each of the 
following orders and know something of their habits: Rodentia, Lagomorpha. 


MV HONOR I remember as a boy in my 


wanderings around the pas- 
ture that I would occasionally 
find the skull of a ground 
squirrel or rabbit all cleaned 
by insects and bleached white 
by the weather. The large up- 
per teeth fascinated me. I would pull and 
work at them till they would come loose 
and the long semi-circular teeth would slide 
out of the cavity. These big buck teeth, 
more properly referred to as incisors, are 
characteristic of the Rodentia and Lago- 
morpha orders. 

It used to be that all these animals were 
classed as one group, but now zoologists 
have decided that the hares and rabbits, 
which are in the Lagomorpha order, are 
different enough from the mice and squirrels 
to be separated from them. Not only are 
their tails shorter, but they have an extra 
pair of incisors in the upper jaw. 

In America there are several members of 
the Lagomorpha order. The best known is 
probably the cottontail rabbit. It can make 
a living on a very small range and is often 


14 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


IN| MAMMALS 


found near houses and in towns. There are 
a number of different species; some live in 
swamps, some in brushy places, and others 
in dry deserts. 

The snowshoe hares with their big hind 
feet live in the wooded parts of Canada 
and in the northern portion of the United 
States. They are also called varying hares 
because they change their gray summer suits 
to white in winter. In the barrens of the far 
north live the Arctic hares, which remain 
white all year. 

Over the plains and deserts of the Central 
and Western States are found the jack rab- 
bits. The white-tailed in the North Central 
plains, the black-tailed in the Southwest and 
the antelope jack rabbit still farther south. 
The jack rabbits are large, have long hind 
legs and exceptionally long ears. 

Another member of the Lagomorpha order 
is the pika, or rock rabbit, also wrongly 
called the coney. This little tailless creature 
lives on rock slides, usually at high altitudes. 
It stores hay under sheltering rocks and 
spends its spare time sitting on rocks and 
squeaking. 











—_ 
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The Rodentia is by far the largest order. 
In America there are one and one-half times 
as many species of rodents as there are 
species in all the other orders combined. They 
range from the arctic where the lemmings 
live to the tropics where the agoutis feed 
among the tall trees of the jungle, from 
the barren desert where the pocket mouse 
finds its slim fare to the marshes where the 
muskrats swim. 

The squirrel family appears to worship 
the sun and come out only when it is 
shining. One exception is the flying squirrel, 
which sleeps in the day and comes out at 
night. Others in the family are the red squir- 
rel, the gray squirrel, the fox squirrel, and 
the beautiful Kaibab squirrel with its tufted 
ears and pure white tail. All of these live 
in trees and are found in the forested areas. 

Thé chipmunks (several species of them), 
live partly in the trees and partly on the 
ground. Like the squirrels, the chipmunks eat 
nuts and the seeds of certain conifers, but 
they also add a large variety of other seeds 
to their menu. Chipmunks hibernate through 
most of the winter, but like the squirrels 
they also store food for that time. 

The ground squirrels are in the same 
family as the tree squirrels but their tails 
are less bushy and they 
prefer to stay out of trees. 
There are more than a 
dozen different ground 
squirrels in North Amer- 
ica, and counting the mar- 
mots, antelope squirrels, 
and prairie dogs there are 
more than two dozen. 
Some have a white stripe 
down each side, some have 
thirteen stripes, and some 
have no stripes. Some are 
spotted, some are gray, 
some are yellow, and some 
are red. Most of them live 
in grassy meadows, but 
some, like the Franklin and 
rock squirrel, like brushy 
places. All that live in 
northern climates hiber- 
nate. Some, like the Arctic 


ILLUSTRATION BY THE AUTHOR 


The little white-footed mouse 
is a dainty creature. Skull is 
from a beaver; open mouth of 
gopher shows the long teeth. 





ground squirrel and the hoary marmot, are 
out of their dens only three or four months 
of the year. 

The pocket gopher family is characterized 
by enormous front feet with long claws and 
also by outside cheek pouches. These hard- 
working little fellows, the only ones that 
should properly be called gophers, stay under- 
ground most of their lives. They live on 
roots of plants, sometimes doing much dam- 
age in alfalfa, carrot, or potato patches. On 
range land they are actually helpful. In 
their digging they turn over the soil and 
aerate it. Sudden showers can soak into their 
burrows instead of running off. They also 
eat the roots of the heavier weed plants and 
give the grass with its finer roots a better 
chance to take over. 

The pouched mice and rats are in a fam- 
ily by themselves. They are the kangaroo 
rats, kangaroo mice, and pocket mice. All 
are desert dwellers. They make a living by 
storing the abundant seeds of the legumes 
and other plants for the long dry spells, 
when there are no harvests. These creatures 
are wonderfully fitted for their desert life 
because they can go all their lives without 
drinking water. They manufacture it from 
the starch in the dry seeds they eat. 








There are many other mice such as the 
white-footed, harvest, grasshopper, jumping 
and house mice. The imported house mice 
smell bad, are dirty, and carry disease. They 
are parasites because they live in man’s 
dwellings and on his food or that of his 
cattle. 

Meadow mice are plump, short-legged 
little fellows that sometimes multiply too 
rapidly and eat too much. It is likely that 
the poor “wee sleekit, cow’rin’, tim’rous 
beastie” that Robbie Burns wrote about was 
also of this kind. Most meadow mice, or 
“voles” as they are also called, live in 
marshes or long grass, but the pine mouse 
lives in the woods, and the tree phenacomys 
makes its home near the top of the tall 
Douglas firs of the West Coast. Lemmings 
are most closely related to the voles, in the 
same family. These are the animals that 
drown themselves in the sea when their pop- 
ulation increases too much. 

The white-footed or deer mice are dainty 
little creatures with large, dark eyes, big, 
almost transparent ears and long, two-tone 
tails. These little wanderers are usually found 
in the woods and canyons and range in color 
from orange to gray. Like some people they 
are more fussy about their appearance than 
their housekeeping and would rather aban- 
don their homes than clean them up. 

Harvest mice look like house mice, but 
are smaller and lack the strong smell. They 
build their nests in grass and bushes above 
ground. Grasshopper mice are unusual be- 
cause they live on insects and other mice. 
They are savage hunters, chasing their quarry 
and devouring it. Jumping mice have long 
legs like kangaroo rats, but no cheek pouches. 
They are the only mice that hibernate. 

Others of the rodent order that I have 
not yet mentioned are the wood rats (often 
called pack rats), the Norway and black 
rats, rice rats, cotton rats, muskrats, the slow- 
witted porcupine, and the beaver. What was 
said of the house mouse applies equally well 
to the Norway and black rats. In North 
America the beaver is the largest rodent, 
but in South America there is the stupid 
looking giant capybara which may weigh 
up to one hundred pounds. Guinea pigs, 
hamsters, and chinchillas are also members 
of this large order. All have the large buck 
teeth and have to keep gnawing away at 
something to keep their teeth from growing 
so long that they have to hold their mouth 
open continually. 
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JMV’s Adopt Children 
From page 9 


food and a gift or article of clothing for a 
specified child. 

Several adults had given money for a 
snowsuit for one of the children and shoes 
for several others. 

We crowded into cars and set out for 
Medford. At the home all gathered outside 
the door and sang a Christmas carol until 
the mother opened the door and invited us 
in. 
The little children were wide-eyed when 
we placed so many prettily wrapped gifts 
under their bare tree. 

After singing a few more carols we left 
for our homes with a warm glow in our 
hearts. One Junior remarked that she had 
not had such a good time in a long while. 

As a result, a Story Hour was started at 
this home on Sabbath afternoon. 


The Christmas Trees That Never 
Died 


From page 5 


wavered as a gust of wind rose and fell 
outside. 

It was the harbinger of a steady driving 
wind that wailed and whistled around the 
cabin, shaking the roof and the door. Going 
to the window they saw, in the last vestiges 
of light, the snow driving across the land- 
cape. 

“We stay here,” said Art. “We'd be foolish 
to go out in weather like that at this time 
of night.” 

For the first time Priscilla began to cry, 
and Lionel was not far from it. “Now quit 
it!” said Art, half angrily. “It won’t do a bit 
of good crying about it. You’ve got nothing 
to worry about. I’m the one who brought 
you out here. I'll get it from your folks, 
not you,” he added ruefully. 

He turned away and took a book out of 
the bookcase, and toyed with its pages. 

Priscilla dried her tears quickly. “I was 
thinking of Mum and Dad,” she said. 
“They'll be awfully worried. They'll think 
we're killed or something.” 

They now commenced a _ systematic 
search of the cabin, hoping to find some 
clue as to who lived there, or as to why they 
were away. Feeling like robbers, they 








j 














opened closets and drawers and grips. From 
the clothes in the grips, they knew that it 
was a family that lived there, quite probably 
the one in the picture. But a real find was 
a letter on the bookcase addressed to Dr. 
J. C. Wood, Professor of Biology. “That's 
the same name as in those textbooks over 
in the bookcase,” said Art. “A teacher, 
huh!” ; 

“He looks a kind sort of a man in the 
picture,” said Priscilla. “Maybe he won't 
be too hard on us for coming into his 
cabin.” 

They continued around the room, open- 
ing closets and pulling aside curtains. 
“Yowee!” said Art suddenly, and the others 
jumped with alarm. He had opened a closet, 
and they turned to see him lifting something 
out on to a table nearby. 

“A telephone,” shrieked Priscilla. “Oh, 
it's a telephone, Lionel! Now we can ring 
up Mother and tell her that we're all right. 
Quick Art, ring up, ring up,’ and she 
danced excitedly at his elbow. Art was quite 
overcome with relief himself, and jiggled 
the receiver urgently. There was no response. 

“Maybe you have to turn a handle some- 
where,” offered Lionel. Further search in 
the closet revealed a large brown box with 
a handle, a box larger than Lionel had ever 
seen before of this type. Art put down the 
receiver, cranked briefly, and then listened. 

“No, it’s dead,” he said with great dis- 
appointment. “Try again,” urged Priscilla. 
“Tl try,” agreed Art, “but the line’s dead. 
There’s no buzz or hum or anything.” 

And so they all tried, and tried again, 
but to no avail. It was the heaviest dis- 
appointment of all. So near and yet so far. 
“I guess the lines are down,” murmured 
Art, and wearily replaced the telephone. 
And so they returned to sit by the fire, the 
flickering light illuminating their dejected 
faces with a soft red glow. 

An hour had passed, and still no one had 
come. Night had fallen, and here they were 
snug and warm in this deserted forest home. 
Priscilla had long ago set the soup to one 
side of the stove. “If we hadn't come, it 
would have all boiled away by now,” she 
said. “Do you think they'd mind if we had 
some of it? I’m hungry!” 

“Why not?” grinned Art. He pointed to 
the shelves alongside the fireplace on which 


were all kinds of canned foods. “There’s 
plenty more where that came from.” 
To page 19 




















FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you 


Kay Carole Spaulding, age 13. 314 Lafayette 
Avenue, Oolitic, Indiana, U.S.A. Sports, collecting 
photos. 

Maurice Woods, Jr., age 12. 3216 Webster Ave- 
nue, San Diego 13, California, U.S.A. Piano, swim- 
ming, drilling. 

Joseph Andrew Dansoh, age 14. P.O. Box 7, 
Asotwi, via EJISU, Ashanti, Gold Coast, British West 
Africa. 

James Bartholomew Wirekoh, age 14. P.O. Box 7, 
Asotwi, via EJISU, Ashanti, Gold Coast, British West 
Africa. Football, hockey, cricket, volleyball. 

Amelia Alguno, age 10. Culion, Palawan, Philip- 
pines. 

Geraldine Ng, age 
Kaneohe, Oahu, 
stamps. 

Kingsley Nantwi, age 13. P.O. Box 14, EJISU, 
Ashanti, Gold Coast, British West Africa. 

Nyamaah Philip, P.O. Box 14, EJISU, 
Gold Coast, British West Africa. 

Meredith Medler, age 15. Route 3, Madison, Wis- 
consin, U.S.A. Writing, reading, photography, stamps. 

Mike Kelley, age 8. Apartado 16, Montemorelos, 
N. L., Mexico. Stamps, photos, post cards. 

Barry Raymond, age 12. 39 Barkly Street, Ring- 
wood, Victoria, Australia. Reading, photography, 
stamps. 

Joel Eriman, age 15. Magallon, Neg. Occ., Philip- 
pine Islands. Stamps, drawing, painting. 

Angel Rotor, Sta. Rosa Jose Panganiban, Camarines 
Norte, Philippine Islands. Skating, letter writing. 

Peggy Taylor, age 16. 4016 Hershberger Road, 
Roanoke, Virginia, U.S.A. 

Greta Remboldt, age 13. 1121 North Saunders, 
Hastings, Nebraska, U.S.A. Post cards. 

Judy Miller, P.O. Box 686, Loma Linda, California, 

U.S.A. Swimming, sewing, letter writing. 

Lucerne French, age 11. 14620 Vincennes Street, 
Van Nuys, California, U.S.A. Piano, organ, reading, 
cooking, sewing. 

Peggy Ann Hoffman, age 11. 4527 Grand Prairie, 
Kalamazoo, Michigan, U.S.A. Stones, pictures of 
dogs, cooking, reading. 

Lois Martin, age 16. Sea View, Creek P.O., Cay- 
man Brac, British West Indies. Biking, sewing, writ- 
ing. 

Judy Colvin, age 13. Route 1, Box 704, Astoria, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Piano, reading, biking, riding horses. 

Patricia Webb, age 14. P.O. Box 191, Lancaster, 
California, U.S.A. Sewing, cooking, ice skating, writ- 
ing letters. 


12. 45-211 Lilipuna Road, 
Territory of Hawaii. Post cards, 


Ashanti, 
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Washington 12, D.C. 








“We can buy it, and pay them back when 
we get home,” suggested Lionel. 

The blessing was longer than usual, as 
you might well imagine. Then it did not 
take long for the soup to disappear, and the 
toast too, plus the contents of several cans 
from the shelves. And as they ate, the log 
walls of the cabin echoed to their excited 
laughter, drowning out the fitful wails of 
the wind whistling outside. 

It was after supper as they lazed on the 
rug before the fire that they made another 
unusual discovery. Art was leaning his back 
up against the side of the fireplace, looking 
across the room when suddenly he leaned 
forward. 

“That's odd,” he said. “I didn’t notice it 
before!” 

He got onto his hands and knees and 
crawled across to the Christmas tree, and 
parting the branches at its base, peered into 
the tub. The others followed him in great 
curiosity. “Well, I declare!” he expostulated. 
“It’s growing in the thing! The tree's 
alive!” He scraped away some of the dirt 
and showed the root system at the base of 
the tree. “Now who ever heard of a Christ- 
mas tree growing in a tub?” 

Gathered around the fire again, they 
marveled at the latest oddity in this day 
of oddities. “I did see a young fir growing in 
a sawed-off stump once,” said Lionel, “but 
I've never seen anything like this.” 

And so they chatted. Listening for the 
return of the owners of the cabin was now 
out of the question, what with the wailing 
of the wind and the rattling of the door 
and windows. Soon there were long lulls 
in the conversation. The strain of the excit- 
ing day, plus the warm glow of the leaping 
flames was doing its work on both Lionel 
and Priscilla. Soon they brought some 
cushions across from the davenport, and that 
was the end. When they were asleep, Art 
stole up into the loft and took two of the 
double blankets off the bed. Recalling an 
old scouting procedure, he placed a good 
quantity of unfolded newspapers between 
the blankets and placed them over the 
recumbent children. 

Far into the night he tended the fire, 
fighting sleep. He felt deeply the result of 
his action of the day upon the lives of 
these others. Nothing must happen to the 
children or to the cabin, the hospitality of 
which they were enjoying uninvited. 

Toward midnight, he heard the wails of 
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For somehow, not only at Christmas, 
But all the year through, 

The joy that you give to others 
Is the joy that comes back to you. 


—Selected. 





the wind grow less and less, until finally 
they ceased. Not long after, the snow 
stopped also. In the calm that followed, Art 
found his fight to keep awake a losing 
battle. He began to sleep fitfully, half- 
rousing now and then to put more wood 
on the fire as it died down. 

Suddenly he started into full wakefulness. 
Dawn had come. He went to the window. 
The sun was rising over the mountains into 
a clear sky. The snow of the night before 
was rapidly disappearing. And echoing up 
the valley was the roar of an automobile 
climbing the hill. As he watched, a Buick 
came into sight, turned off the road onto a 
track that led directly to the cabin, and 
came on up, wheel chains thrashing. 

It was no use delaying the meeting, so 
Art opened the door, and stepped into the 
brisk morning air. He could see a man and 
woman in the front, and two children in 
the back of the oncoming car. Their faces 
registered astonishment at his appearance, 
and then there was much talking back and 
forth. Art stood waiting for the embarras- 
sing moment of explanation, as the car 
came to a standstill. 


(To be concluded) 





Estelle Keeps Her Promise 
From page 11 


Estelle said. “But how about a Christmas 
tree? Christmas isn’t Christmas without a 
tree.” 

“Tl get a tree,” said Mr. Spreckel, “if 
all of you can donate a few decorations for 
it. 

“Isn't this wonderful?” Estelle said, 
clapping her hands. “I can hardly wait for 
Christmas!” 

Then Mr. Spreckel suggested that he 
and Estelle and Sandra could take the things 
over the next night if everyone would have 
them ready. That way the boys could enjoy 
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the Christmas tree for a few nights before 
Christmas. 

The next night Estelle needed no urging 
to go to the singing band. She and Sandra 
were there early with their decorated box 
and the gaily wrapped toys that they had 
bought for Mark and Dennis Birch. By the 
time all the carolers had brought their gifts 
the big box was overflowing. One of the 
ladies packed the tree decorations in some 
egg cartons, and they put all the things into 
Mr. Spreckel’s car, to take to the Birch’s 
before they went out caroling for the 
evening. 

Estelle and Sandra were wiggling in 
excitement as they rode with Mr. Spreckel 
to the Birch’s house. And how surprised 
Mrs. Birch was when she opened the door 
and Estelle and Sandra said, “Merry Christ- 
mas from the carolers!” 

And the little boys’ eyes were wide and 
shining when they saw the tree and Estelle 
told them they could decorate it themselves. 

That night when Estelle got home from 
the singing band she happily hugged her 
mother and grandmother and daddy. “My, 
I’m glad I kept my promise to go on the 
caroling band last night,” she said, “even if 
I didn’t get to meet your plane, Grandma. 
It’s been so much fun to help the Birches 
have a Merry Christmas, and if I hadn’t kept 
my promise to go Ingathering, I would 
have missed it all.” 


Sharing Happiness 
From page 3 


done, no new Christmas gifts were opened. 
Often it was hard for the children to give 
up a cherished toy or gift, but they soon 
forgot it in the pleasure of new ones. 
Their gifts to poorer children gave much 
happiness, where otherwise there might 
have been only disappointment on Christmas 
morning. 

At last the box was filled with neatly 
wrapped packages. The family put on their 
wraps and drove to the city, some miles 
away. There the box was left with an 
agency that would distribute the packages 
on Christmas Day. 

“J just hope the little girl who gets my 
precious dolly will love her and take good 
care of her,” almost sobbed Clara, as she 
wiped a tear from her cheek. Brenda and 
Stanley nodded their heads in sympathy, 
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thinking of the things they too had given. 


Baby Eddie, blissfully unaware of the 
importance of the trip, smiled happily and 
echoed, “Take care of Teddy.” 

On Christmas morning, the family 
gathered around the brightly decorated tree 
and enjoyed the exchange of many nice 
presents. Brenda admired a lovely wrist 
watch as she helped Mother prepare the 
bountiful Christmas dinner. Clara wheeled 
a new dolly in a new buggy up and down 
on the porch. In new mittens and cap, 
Stanley skimmed down the icy hill on a 
bright yellow sled. Baby Eddie had quite 
forgotten his beloved Teddy bear as he tod- 
dled around the house pulling a little red 
wagon. 

Each child enjoyed his Christmas gifts 
more because they had first shared with 
others. 


Furaha 
From page 8 


the stream a few feet from the edge of the 
cliff he found three trees close together. 
On the branches of these trees he tied limbs 
that he cut from other trees. Onto these 
limbs he tied smaller branches of wood. 
This formed a little platform. For rope, 
he used strips of bark, and vines that grew 
near the stream. 

When the platform was completed, he 
cut more stout poles and tied them in 
place so as to form walls. Others were 
placed to form a roof like an ice-cream 
cone turned upside down. The weary man 
worked until he could see no longer, slept 
in the little framework shelter, and arose 
to work long before dawn, laboring in the 
light of the moon. On the second day he 
mixed mud from the bank and plastered 
the floor of small branches with several 
inches of the mixture. He returned to the 
village on the second night, exhausted and 
worn. 

Mnara had found several bundles of dried 
grass. These were standing inside her hut. 
Her neighbors had asked her about them, 
so she had already used some grass to re- 
pair the roof of their hut. Old grass from 
the roof lay scattered about the simple 
home. 

“You have done well, my wife,” remarked 
the weary man. “Tomorrow I will tie the 
grass on the roof, but now I must eat and 
sleep.” 


* 
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He told Mnara of this progress, and was 
pleased to learn that no one had discovered 
the offending tooth. Mnara had always 
loved her husband. She was now very proud 
of him. They were finding in this tragedy 
a basis for closer fellowship. As soon as he 
had eaten, he stretched out on his mat and 
fell asleep. Mnara was too excited to sleep. 


Both Karuru and his wife left early the 
next morning. She was needed to help in 
carrying the grass and the sleeping mats 
which they took along. They hoped that 
they would not be missed in the village. It 
was a risk that must be taken. They would 
have to offer some explanation to the 
curious. 


At the site of the little treehouse much 
progress was made. The grass was tied to 
the roof. The house was lined with the 
mats, and the walls were plastered with mud. 
A circle of heavy limbs was tied to the 
outside of the hut to keep out any curious 
animals. There would be few of them up 
on the cliff; it was too cold and damp. A 
little door was fashioned, covered with 
matting and plastered. It could be locked 
into place with sturdy limbs. The secret 
home of Furaha was completed. 

With aching limbs, the tired parents 
made their way down the steep mountain- 
side and through the jungle. Cautiously they 
entered the village, hoping that no one had 
thought seriously of their absence. Mnara 
was too weary to pound the corn. They ate 
some bananas, milked the cows, and fell 
asleep on the bare earthen floor. The sleep- 
ing mats were now part of Furaha’s new 
home. On the morrow Karuru must announce 
the discovery of the tooth to the headman. 
He must be careful not to betray his secret. 

He must be sure that he alone would be 
responsible for disposing of the little girl. 
He would need no assistants. Mnara, too, 
must play well her part. No one must 
suspect their plan, or know how much they 
loved Furaha! 


(To be continued) 





You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


What City? 
By MARY J. VINE 


Tramp, tramp, tramp, yet not a word was said, 
Until the folk inside were filled with dread. 
Yet this great city’s walls fell to the ground, 
Just by God’s people walking round and round. 

See Joshua 6:1. 


Xmas-Gram 


By REUBEN S. DE LONG 


Fill in the missing words from well-known Christ- 
mas carols or Bible verses. They all have eight let- 
ters and end in US. 


From heaven's alle... 
CAME UPON’ THE 
CLEAR, first verse. 


King. It 
MIDNIGHT 


nese’ US The ............. gift is given. O LITTLE 
TOWN OF BETHLEHEM. third verse. 
een US And this taxing was first made when 


was governor of Syria. (Luke 


When as his mother was pane to 
me . (Matt. 1:18; Latin.) 


eee ong of old. 1T CAME 
UPON THE MIDNIGHT CLEAR, first 
stanza. 


There went out a decree from Caesar 
(Luke 2:1.) 


ANSWERS 
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COVER PICTURE by Eva Luoma. Story illus- 
trations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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AY STUDY OF THE 
SCHOOL LESSON 





Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


XIV—Angels at the Second Advent 


(DECEMBER 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 

READ THE 
Matthew 13:30, 37-42. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “When 
Son of man shall come in his glory, and all 
the holy angels with him, then shall he sit 
upon the throne of his glory’ (Matthew 25:31). 


LESSON TEXTS: John 14:1-3; 


the 


Guiding Thought 


Angels have helped God's messengers and 
faithful children from the time of Adam and 
Eve. Angels are helping us today as we strive 
for the right in the midst of a sinful world. 
Angels will be ready to assist us in the times 
of great trouble that are to come on the world 
just before Chirst’s second advent, and angels 
will attend Jesus when He comes. They will 
form the beautiful white cloud on which He 
rides. They will separate the good from the 
bad in the world harvest. They will be at the 
graves to awaken the sleeping saints. They will 
accompany them to heaven, and there forever- 
more they will be their companions as_ they 
explore the beauties and the joys Christ has 
prepared for us. 

SUNDAY 


The Hope of the Ages 


1. Find John 14:3. What promise that Christ 
made has been the hope of the church in all 
ages? 

2. Find Jude 14, 15. For how long have men 
looked forward to the coming of Christ to 
cleanse the world of sin? 


For further reading: 
p. 85, pars. 5, 


Patriarchs and Prophets, 


MONDAY 


The Angels Come With Christ 


3. Find Matthew 25:31. When Jesus spoke to 
His disciples about the Second Advent whom 
did He say would come with Him? 
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4. Find Matthew 16:27. What did Jesus say 
He would do when He came to earth the second 
time? 


NOTE.—'"When Christ shall come in His 
glory and the glory of His Father, with all the 
heavenly angels surrounding Him, escorting 
Him on His way with voices of triumph, while 
strains of the most enchanting music fall upon 
the ear, all will then be interested; there will 
not be one indifferent spectator. Speculations will 
not then engross the soul. The miser’s piles of 
gold, which have feasted his eyes, are no more 
attractive. The palaces which the proud men 
of earth have erected, and which have been 
their idols, are turned from with loathing and 
disgust. No one pleads his lands, his oxen, his 
wife that he has just married, as a reason why 
he should be excused from sharing the glory 
that bursts upon his astonished vision. All want 
a share, but know yo it is not for them.”’— 
Testimonies, vol. 2, p. 

“But amid the as ‘of divine judgment, the 
children of God will have no cause for fear. “The 
Lord will be the hope of his people, and the 
strength of the children of Israel.’ The day that 
brings terror and destruction to the transgressors 
of God's law, will bring to the obedient, 


‘joy un- 
speakable, and full of glory.’ ‘Gather my saints 
together unto me,’ saith the Lord.”—Patriarchs 


and Prophets, p. 341. 

“The saints of the most High shall take the 
kingdom, and possess the kingdom for ever, even 
for ever and ever” (Dan. 7:18). 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p: 301, pars: 1, 2: 


TUESDAY 
The Harvest of the World 
5. Find Revelation 14:14, 15. When John was 
given a vision of the coming of the Lord, what 


did he notice in His hand, and of what is it 
a symbol? 


6. Find Matthew 13:37, 38. When Jesus ex- 




















plained the parable of the tares to the disciples, 
what did He say the sower, the field, the good 
seed, and the tares represented? 

7. Read verse 39. Who is represented by the 
farmer’s enemy and what is the harvest a symbol 
of? 


For further reading: Read 


the parable as 
told in Matthew 13:24-30. 


WEDNESDAY 
Gathering Up the Tares 


8. Find Matthew 13:30. In the parable of the 
tares what did the farmer tell the reapers to 
do at the time of harvest? 

9. Read verse 40. When will the “tares” (the 
unfaithful ones who have taken a place among 
the good wheat in the Lord’s field) be gathered 
out for burning? 

10. Read verses 41 and 42. Who are the reap- 
ers, and how thoroughly will they do their 
work? 

NorTreE.—"The tares are permitted to grow 
among the wheat, to have all the advantage 
of sun and shower; but in the time of harvest 
ye shall ‘return, and discern between the right- 
eous and the wicked, between him that serveth 
God and him that serveth Him not.’ Christ 
Himself will decide who are worthy to dwell 
with the family of heaven. He will judge every 
man according to his words and his works. 
Profession is as nothing in the scale. It is 
character that decides destiny.’—Christ’s Object 
Lessons, p. 74. 


For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 
5b Tks 
6 THURSDAY 


The Angels Help in Giving Rewards to the 
Faithful 


11. Find Matthew 24:30, 31. Whom will Christ 
gather together at His coming? 

12. Find 1 Thessalonians 4:16, 17. What two 
groups will make up “the elect’? 

13. Find Revelation 22:12. What does Jesus 
bring with Him? 

NoTE.—"Then I saw a very great number of 
angels bring from the city glorious crowns,—a 
crown for every saint, with his name written 
thereon. As Jesus called for the crowns, angels 
presented them to Him, and with His own 
right hand the lovely Jesus placed the crowns 
on the heads of the saints. In the same manner 
the angels brought the harps, and Jesus pre- 
sented them also to the saints. The commanding 
angels first struck the note, and then every voice 
was raised in grateful, happy praise, and every 
hand skilfully swept over the strings of the 
harp, sending forth melodious music in rich 
and perfect strains.”—Early Writings, p. 288. 


For further reading: Early Writings, p. 288, 
par. 1 (continuing from note above); p. 289, 
pars. 1, 2. 

FRIDAY 


REVIEW OF THE LESSON 
Put a check mark beside the events at the 





When Jesus comes, angels will fly down and pick up 
the redeemed and carry them to Jesus on the cloud. 


second coming of Christ in which the angels 
will have a part: 

The descent from the heavens. 

Separating the good from the evil. 

Destroying the evil. 

Raising the righteous dead. 

The ascent to heaven. 

Rewarding the good. 

Read in Education, pages 304, 305, how we 
shall meet our guardian angels and hear the 
stories of their care for us in danger. 

NAME SEARCH 

Spell out the names of 
whom angels appeared. 

Start with a letter in the top line and take 
the second letter from anywhere in the second 
line, the third from anywhere in the third. line 
and so on. You may use the same letters more 
than once. 


Z 


twelve people to 
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BOOMER, THE KANGAROO, No. 4-By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT, 1955, BY REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 











PZZAG 
iggy 
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1. The fast hounds were gaining on B , and 
the hunters far behind on horseback could tell that 
the chase was nearing its end. The kangaroo was 
worn out but not quite ready to give up. 2. He 
headed downhill into some rough, rocky country 
































where he could gain on the dogs with his big jumps. 
3. At last he found a water hole in the river bed. 
It was a welcome sight to him, not only because he 
was thirsty but because it fitted perfectly into a 
plan that was developing in his mind to save his life. 

















4. Boomer waded into the pool till he was in almost 
to his armpits and waited for the dogs to come. 5. He 
did not have long to wait, for the eager hounds 
leaped into the water and swam toward their quarry. 
6. This was just what the wise kangaroo wanted! 


As soon as the first one arrived he grabbed its head 
and held it under water till it stopped struggling. 
Then he took the next, and the next. He had the 
advantage, since he sat on a rock at the bottom and 
they were forced to swim in order to keep afloat. 























7. The last dog would not come near the kangaroo. 
He swam back to shore and stayed there. Boomer 
could hear the hunters coming. 8. He came out of 
the water and the dog attacked him. Now Boomer 
used his final weapon and stabbed the dog by a 
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swift kick with his sharp toes. 9. With the dogs all 
gone the hunters would not be able to follow him. 
At last, refreshed by his bath, Boomer bounded away 
out of the river bed to join his mate among the 
tall eucalyptus trees on the far hillsides. The end. 





